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Peculiar Client 


Author's Notes: 
this is a rewrite of one of my first megadeth fics from back in 2016. it deserves this much love at least, 


since it was also my very first genderbend fic. 


Dave walked into his office with his daily mail in one hand and his coffee in the other. He flipped through each 
boring white envelope including bills, hit requests, and rent requests, until one heavy envelope in particular 


catches his eye. 


The envelope is a pastel pink. On the front is Dave's office's address and his name written in purple glitter pen. 
On the opposite side, in green sticky foam letters is the initials "DWE." 


He searches the surface of his desk for his letter opener and splits the atypical pink letter open. He slid out 
the paper within, which was on blue construction paper with black sharpie bleeding through the back. Five 
dollars in paper money and another thirteen dollars in dimes, nickles, pennies, and quarters fell out when the 


letter was removed. 


Hello! 

Í waited for so long fo learn how fo write a letter in school to send this to you. There are these two guys | need 
you to kill | get out of school on Friday's at 2:45 so Hi be around your office by 3:00 on the Bth. | can't wait to 
meet you and fell you about the guys! 


Love, Dara Warren Ellefson 


He looked at his calendar, then his clock. Friday, April 13, 3:00 PM. Dave's eyes slowly traveled from the letter 


up to the door in front of him. Three small knocks came as soon as he did. 

He rounded his desk and opened the door. He looked head-on, expecting a high schooler at the very least. A 
small throat clearing made him look down. A small girl with twin pigtails and two purple barrettes at the base 
of both of them. She had a pink backpack and a black notebook in her hand, and looked no older than nine. 


Dave couldn't speak for a moment. When he tried, he stuttered nonsense. The little girl pushed past his legs 
and hopped up onto the seat that was parallel to his desk, her feet dangling several inches off the ground. 


He looked over his shoulder and stared unblinking at this small child that was now in his office. "A-are you in 
the right office?" He said, astonished, as he closed the door. 


Yup. Dave Mustaine?" She asked. He nodded in response. "Then l'm ‘sposed to be here. | even brought my 
notebook to tell you what they look like and why | want them dead!" She said, a maniacal cheer in her voice 


that even disturbed Dave. 


"Alright." He sounded defeated as he came back to his desk and pulled out his pen and paper, as well as a 


blark manilla envelope. “Who are these two people, exactly?" 
On his notepad, he wrote the start of the file: 

NEW CASE FLE: B/04/%, DARA ELLEFSON, 8-9 YEARS OF AGE 

"Gary Samuelson and Chris Poland" She stated 

"What's the reason for the hits?" He asked monotonously, looking up at her every so often 


"Gary stole my bass to sell it for drugs, and Chris is dating my mom and is letting her beat me up a lot so 
she can have drugs." Dave put the pen down and looked at the child with worried eyes. 


"Kiddo, are you okay?" He asked her, reaching out across the desk to touch her shoulder. She shied away and 


nodded her head. He thought it best not to bother her about it then 


She continued. "Gary is super tall and skinny and he has blond hair that always looks dirty. He has blue eyes, 


and looks kinda dead." She opened her notebook and began to flip through the pages looking for pictures. 


"And Chris?" Dave asked the girl, trying to see into her scribbled-in notebook. He couldn't make out anything 
within it. 

"He's got this stupid mullet, he's got brown hair and a stupid face and he's kind of gross," she said with a 
huffy tone. She sprawled two photos each of them onto Dave's desk One was their individual mugshots dated 


February of that year and the other two were normal pictures. 


Gary's other photo was him drinking a beer in a backyard, smiling and lifting it into the air. Chris's photo was 


with Dara and who he assumed to be her mother. 
He put his notepad down once more and moved the page he wrote on, the photos, and personal items Dara had 
stolen from them into the unmarked manilla folder. "Kiddo, do you need me to call someone? Just what you 


described alone sounds like grounds for calling CPS." 


"No thank you. Your business is grounds for calling the FBI, but | want Gary and Chris dead before that 


happens." Dave was bewildered at the intelligence of the nine year old before him. 
"You're a snarky little shit..ls that all for now, kiddo?" He asked with his hands folded together on his desk 


She grinned a missing-toothed grin. "Yeah, that's all for now. I'll come back with some more stuff if you need 


it," she said as she dragged herself off the seat across from his. 


She grabbed her bag from the ground and brought it over both shoulders then waved at Dave as she left. 
"Bye, mister!" She called. He waved back weakly, still looking confused. 


He returned his eyes to the manilla folder and opened it up to review the information he was given 
NEW CASE FLE B/04/9 CLIENT: DARA WARREN ELLEFSON 8-9 YEARS OF AGE 

TARGETS: GARY SAMUELSON, 34. CHRIS POLAND, 24 

CAUSES FOR HT ON SAMUELSON: STEALING OF POSSESSION FOR ILLICT SUBSTANCES 

CAUSES FOR HT ON POLAND: PROVIDING LLICIT SUBSTANCES IN RETURN FOR ABUSE, ABUSE OF A CHLD 
SAMUELSON DESCRIPTOR: Aryan, tall (6f'+) drty, smells of meth and heron, blond with blue eyes 
POLAND DESCRIPTOR: Shorter, stouter stature, brown har and eyes, mullet: appears older than he is 


He sighed and leaned over to see the girl walking out of the building by watching out of the window beside his 


office door. 


"Peculiar little kiddo," he mumbled, placing her case file in his filing cabinet, "Peculiar little kiddo indeed. This is 
gonna be harder than | thought." 


